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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
So this my second attempt at a multichaptered fic and | hope you like it! It\'s an AU fic by the way! Some 
facts might not be accurate because i\'m too lazy to do proper research and other stuff | just made up 


because it\'s fiction and | can do that! Also, any thoughts from characters are in italics. Enjoy! 


"Waste of space” 

‘Mornin’ to you too asshole” 

"Hts actually lunch time, asshole!" 

"Whatever man." Richie sighed and pushed himself up off the hard concrete pavement to sit upright, cracking 
his eyes open to the sun He rubbed his eyes, a futile action because his hands were probably more dirty than 


his face. He scratched his head, his fingers getting tangled for the millionth time in his long shaggy hair. 


He looked around, watching the people walking past him back and forth in the typical rush of a work day. Ha, 


lucky for some he thought. Richie scratched his chin, the rough fuzz of his beard scraping lightly on the worn, 
broken skin of his fingers. 


His stomach rumbled. Great, that time again already, not like it ever quits. Richie hauled himself up off the 


pavement and leaned against the brick wall of the entrance to the vacant building where he slept. 
Filthy animal." Some woman muttered as she walked past him. 


"Thank you darlin." Richie smiled and bowed after her, "Have a nice day!" He shouted after her and just got 
flipped off in return. His body signalled hunger again by the growling noise emitting from his torso so Richie 
set off, wandering along the sidewalk, trying to keep out of the way of everyone who seemed to be wearing 
some sort of smart clothing. Work clothing. Reminding him of everything he didn't have. 


When he reached the highstreet, Richie could smell the aroma of food. Fresh bread, fruit, meat, everything. 
There was a market on today. Great, that's breakfast sorted He walked along, glancing at his reflection in the 
shop windows. Then he stopped in his tracks, and stumbled back a bit. 


Oh my God His favourite shop had a brand new Les Paul guitar in the display window. Like a little child he 
pressed his hands and face against the glass, peering in to the absolute beauty resting perfectly in her stand, 
along with the $400 price tag tied around the top of the neck. 


Richie sighed. He could have had that, if his dreams of being a musician came true. And he was so close, he 
almost made it. But then it crashed and burned around him. Now look where you are. Richie stood back and 
looked at his reflection in the window. His face was only just visible around the mane of greasy, dirty hair and 


facial growth on his chin. 


His black t-shirt was dirty and sweaty, his long brown leather coat was ripped and tattered from being worn 
every day of the week, he had holes the size of soccor balls in the knees of his ruined jeans and to make 
things just that little bit worse, the sole of his left shoe was starting to rip open, leaving a hole. His clothes 


were more holes than actual material. 


He sighed again. Once this made him look like a rockstar, along with his trusty cowboy hat that he unfortunatly 
lost long ago. Richie swiped his hands over his face, pushing his hair out of his eyes. He attempted to make 


himself look anything even near to presentable but knew it was a losing battle. 


He walked into the shop and the little bell above the door clinged He marvelled at all the many makes of 
guitars hanging along the sides of the walls and let his fingers brush against the strings of an acoustic as he 
walked past. 


"Can | help you?" A man asked Richie, already looking at him suspiciously. What a dork. His name was Stan, 
according to his name badge. Perfect name for a nerd He was wearing a nitted navy vest over a light blue 


shirt and perfectly ironed trousers with his polished black shoes. 


First day on the job kid?" Richie smirked, "Cause you don't exactly look like you belong in here." 

"Neither do you." The young man asked. 

"Touché." Richie nodded and brushed past him to venture deeper into the world of musicial instruments. 

"Sir, im going to have to ask you to leave." Stan asked in a calm tone. 

"And why is that?" Richie asked as he plonked himself down on a stool and picked up the nearest acoustic 
guitar, Fender. He almost laughed at the heart attack he seen the employee have just because he was handling 
such a precious creation 

"Because.. sir please do not handle the instruments. They are for display only." 

"Display only?" Richie looked at the man with questioning eyes, "What kind of a guitar in a music shop is just 
for display? How do | know | want it if | can't test it first?" Richie turned a tuning key and plucked a string and 


thought Stan was going to faint soon. 


"Sir, please! Put the instrument down and please leave our store." Stan walked over as if he was about to take 


the guitar out of Richie's hands himself. 


"No, why should |?" At that moment another man appeared. This guy's name was James but his name tag was 


special, his said ‘Manager. He was in a blue shirt aswell with a tie and a full suit on 


"What seems to be the problem here?" James asked, looking between Richie and Stan, his gaze finally falling on 
Richie and eyeing him up and down, "Hey, ain't | seen you before?" 


"Um, you probably seen me standing outside your window there.. just decided to call in for once." Richie smiled, 


his yellowish teeth not doing him any favours. 
James turned his attention to Stan and raised an eyebrow in question, "What's the problem?" 
"Well he.. he.. just walked in and picked up the guitar.. and well.. he's." The younger man stuttered. 


"I think | know what you're trying to say. Let me handle this Stan, go get me a black acoustic Takamine from 
the storage ok, | have someone coming in to collect it in a few minutes." 


"Yes sir." Stan walked off, still eyeing Richie over his shoulder. The manager stood in front of Richie and 
crossed his arms. 


"What?" Richie asked. 


"You're bound to understand why Stan was very cautious about having you in here, right?" 


"No, why?" Richie looked at him. 


"Well, you're appearance would certainly tell me that you have no intention of buying that guitar nor do you 
posses the money to purchase such an item in the first place. In fact one would think you might intend to take 
such an item without paying for it." 


"And that would be very prejudice of you. | am a human, | believe | have rights. You could lose your job 


accusing me of such a thing just based on my looks." 
"But my prejudice is correct isn't it?" James smiled evilly. 


Richie held his stare but not answering him was enough to make his point that he was right, there really 
wasn't any use in lying. He only argued with them this far to just hold the beautiful guitar in his arms for a 
while longer. 


"Please get out of my shop." James said. 


"Why should |? | didn't do anything wrong. | wasn't going to steal it" Richie muttered and let his fingers pluck a 
few strings. Perhaps demonstrating the fact that he could actually play the guitar might earn him some 


respect. 


"You have no intention of purchasing any of these intruments so | suggest that you leave before | call the 
police, you make the place look bad and you stink" James said matter of factly. 


"Fine." Richie moaned and carefully set the Fender back into it's stand, glancing at the golden Les Paul in the 
window again before he left the shop, the little bell ringing again as he opened the door and stepped back 
outside. 


His stomach whined again, reminding him of his hunger so he set off towards the market. There were loads of 
people around. Great. He needed to hide himself. If anyone at the stalls seen him hanging around he was sure to 


get into trouble. 


Richie mingled his way in through the crowd, trying not to let the smell of the fresh pastries distract his 
focus. He edged his way closer and stopped just at the very corner of one of the stalls and waited to pick his 
moment. A woman approached the stall and got the attention of the seller so while he wasn't looking, Richie 


swiped a few croissants. 
He quickly walked away in case he had been seen. He looked behind him and didn't see anyone running after him 
screaming their head off, so he was safe. He took the time to just smell the still hot bread before stuffing 


one whole into his mouth and chewing slowly to savour the taste. Absolute heaven 


He needed something to wash it down. The coffee shop. Richie wandered over to the local Starbucks and leaned 


against the wall. More business people here, and some teenagers who must be out on their lunch break from 
school or something. There was a woman sitting at one of the tables on the phone and by the sounds of it, 


things weren't going too well. 


"What do you mean you can't be here? This is already the third time we've rearranged this appointment.. yes.. 
yes | know but.. listen here, | have been here everyday this week and you haven't turned up and i'm dragging a 
brief case around with all the information you need to get this advertisement up and running. We're losing 
business over this.. tomorrow, for sure? Good.. alright then.. goodbye." She hung up and got out of her seat, 
stomping away in her high heels. Bingo. 


Richie walked over to her table and grabbed the bottle of half empty water she left behind. Who the hell 
comes to a Starbucks and orders water? It didn't matter, he downed the water along with his last croissant and 
then decided there was no point in hanging around the high street shops any longer. The cops were hanging 


around and he was sure to get told off despite the fact he didn't do anything. Well, apart from nicking some 
food, but that aint gonna kill anyone. 


He walked back down the street until he reached his usual spot. He passed a trash can and lifted an empty 
Starbucks foam cup out from the bin and sat down in his corner of the street and set the cup out on the 
sidewalk. If he was lucky he got a few coins now and again. This was his spot for the rest of the day until the 
sun would go down and he would become hungry again and try to find more food. 

"Excuse me, hello?" 

Richie's senses returned to him and he rubbed the blurryness from his eyes. Musta dozed off He looked up at 
the figure, the sun blocked out due to the man standing before him. He was wearing blue jeans, a plain black t- 
shirt and a black cap over longish blonde hair. 

"Yeah?" Richie replied through a yawn 

"You okay?" The man asked. 


lm fine, why do you care?" He muttered. 


"| care because you're a man who is sleeping out on the street.” The quy smiled at him. Wow, never seen more 
y ping guy 


perfect teeth in my life, almost more blinding than the damn sun 

"So why would a guy like yourself bother wasting his time on me?" 

"Because why wouldn't |? | just wanna help you out. C'mon, up on your feet.” The man extended a hand and 
Richie took it, the man's clean hand making him almost appear a different race because of the dirt on his own 


skin. 


Richie was hauled to his feet and found that when he stood he was taller than the blonde man. Now why the 


hell is a good lookin' guy like this helpin' a bum lke me? 


"Good, wanna come with me? We'll get ya cleaned up. Oh, no offense, sorry.” The blonde immediatly apologised 


and Richie noticed the blush creeping into his face at the thought that he may have just insulted him. 
"Dude, i've had a lot worse said to me on a daily basis, no need to be shy around me. | am aware | look like 
shit” Richie answered and smiled. Fucking hell my teeth is bound to look lke rotton planks of wood compared to 
his pearly whites. That didn't seem to put the kind man off at all. 


"C'mon, you can come back to my place." 


"Ok." Richie followed him as they walked down the street, all the while thinking to himself why on earth he was 
being helped. Maybe its a trick? Maybe im dreaming? 


"So uhh, why are you doing this?" Richie asked. 


"Just cause. | just wanna help. Don't like seeing you lying out on the street, you deserve a home." He smiled at 


him. 

Ok.. thanks." Richie smiled back. The walked some more until they came to a parking lot and he followed the 
man into the building. He followed him until they came to a stop at a black jeep and the blonde pressed his keys 
to unlock the car. 

"Hop in" Richie opened the door and found it was perfectly clean inside. 

"You sure, | might dirty your seats.." 

"That's ok" 

Richie shrugged and got into the car. The dashboard was impressive, dials that lit up and a touch screen radio 
built into it around the rich wood. The interior was cream leather and even the floor had a carpet in perfect 
condition like it was just fresh out of the factory. 


‘Oh i'm sorry, excuse my manners. My name is Jon" The blonde apologised as he started the car. 


‘lm Richie." Richie answered as the car started to move and they pulled out of the parking lot onto the busy 
city streets of New Jersey. 


"Nice to meet you Richie. You like any music? There's every song under the sun installed on that thing.” Jon 


laughed, "Feel free to choose what you want." 


"Thanks man" Richie couldn't wait to get his hands on it and marvelled in playing with the touch screen 
technology. He finally figured out how to work the damn thing and put on some Aerosmith, his fingers tapping 


along to the beat of Walk This Way on the armrest of his seat. 
"Aerosmith, good choice." Jon commented. 


"So.. where we goin'?" Richie questioned as he looked out of the window as they drove past the outskirts of 


the city to venture out into much quieter, suburban areas. 
"My home. | hope you aren't too intimidated by a big house." 
"Not at all. Any house sounds good to me." 


They drove a bit further until Jon turned into a lane which Richie realised was one of those areas where all 
the millionares lived. Big mansions lined the road, others too far away too see but the big fancy gates at the 
bottom of their drive was enough to guess what the house looked like. 


The car slowed and they pulled into a drive, the black iron gates opening and closing behind them as Jon drove 
up the long drive. As they drove further, the sight of a huge house came into view and Richie's jaw almost 


went right through the floor of the car. Holy mother fuckin’ shit! 


"Holy shit, is this seriously your place dude?" Richie only just managed to restrain himself from pressing his 


face against the windscreen to look at the amazing building standing before them. 
"Yeah. Home sweet home." Jon smiled and parked the car, "C'mon in." 


Richie got out and just took some time to look around him. At the perfectly cut green grass, the trees that 
lined the driveway, the huge front doors. Richie turned around and followed Jon into the house and was greeted 


with a large stair case and wide hallways leading in all directions off deeper into the house. 
‘Ok so, i'll show you upstairs and you can get a shower, is that ok?" Jon asked. 

"Yeah, sounds amazing." Richie grinned back at him. / have to be dreaming. 

"Ok, cool. Come with me then" 


Richie followed Jon upstairs and his jaw hit the ground for the millionth time as the door was opened to the 
bathroom. A jacuzzi bath was in one corner and a jet shower in the other, the walls were paved with a royal 


blue marble tile and the whole room itself looked like something from the royal palace. 


Jon walked over to the shower, "So you just turn this here to whatever temperature you like and these 
buttons here will change the type of spray you want and what power you want. I'm sure you'll figure it out, 
feel free to play around with it and spend as long as you want in there. Use whichever shampoo and gel takes 
your fancy. You can wear the white fluffy robe when you're finished and then i'll let you choose some clothes 


to wear, ok?" 


"Fantastic. | haven't had a shower since.. | can't even remember when" Richie beamed. The thought of a 
shower just sounded like absolute heaven to him. He could almost already feel the warm water and smell the 


soap. 


"Well like | said, feel free to stay in there as long as you want. Just call for me when you're done. There's a 
razor over there too if you wanna trim your beard, or if you wanna keep it then that's fine. I'll leave you to 
it." Jon smiled and left the room. 


Richie wasted no time in stripping off, dumping his dirty clothes in a pile on the floor and stepped into the 
shower. He turned on the hot water and set it to a comfortable temperature, trying out all the spray settings 
until he settled on ‘rainshower'. He'd sat outside in plenty of rainshowers, thunderstorms, snow, everything. 


This was different. This water was warm and it just felt amazing. 


He squirted out some of the coconut shower gel and got to work on washing his body, the grime from his skin 
staining the shower floor shades of brown and black as the water carried away the dirt. He thouroughly 
washed himself all over, deciding he may aswell try every single shower gel that was on the little shelf. He just 
couldn't get enough of the feeling of the suds on his body. 


He looked at his hands that was now a normal skin shade with all the muck washed off them and he smiled He 
picked up a bottle of shampoo and filled his hand with the liquid, massaging it into his scalp and through his 


long hair. 


It was at least an hour and a half later before Richie got himself out of the shower and dried off. He wrapped 
a towel around his waist and walked over to the mirror, picking up the razor and got rid of the hair around his 
mouth and chin until his face was smooth and completely hairless. Wow, / look so different! 


He took a toothbrush and brushed his teeth. He didn't say | could brush my teeth, but he wouldnt mind, would 
he? Richie shrugged, may aswell. After brushing his teeth so much until they nearly bled, Richie rinsed his 


mouth out and grinned into the mirror, glad to see clean teeth shining back at him. 


As Jon instructed, he put on the white robe. He wondered if he should bring his clothes with him, or just leave 
them there. The guy already brought you here and let you get cleaned up. Sheesh the least you can do is clean up 
after yourself, moron Richie picked up his clothes, rags more like, and left the bathroom and shouted Jon's 


name. 


‘I'm coming!" He heard being called back and Jon was with him quickly, "Oh here, let me take those. You wanna 


keep these or..2" 
"Na, you can throw em out" 


"Ok, my room is just over there." Jon poined to the door facing them from down along the hallway, "I'll go get 
rid of these and then i'll be right with you." 


Jon walked off and Richie went into the bedroom. Holy shit this house gets more amazing with each room | walk 
into. The room was a painted cream with one wall a deep red colour so it stood out against the rest. There 
was a huge flat screen tn set in the red wall and the king sized bed had matching coloured bed sheets. 

A line of wardrobes was against one wall while the other was occupied with two large windows which he 
couldn't see anything through at the moment because since he was brought here and after spending so much 
time in the shower, the sun had set on the day. A dressing table was in the middle between the two windows 
and there was a door in one corner which Richie guessed to be an ensuite. 

"Back" Jon announced as he came into the bedroom, "So, what kind of clothes would you want to wear?" 

"Um, just jeans and a t-shirt will do thanks." 

"Any preferable colour?" Jon asked as he slid open a wardrobe door. 


"Black jeans and a purple shirt?" 


"Purple? Interesting. Is that your favourite colour? Oh sorry, | didn't mean to be so rude." Jon corrected 


himself and fished out the required items from the wardrobe, laying them out over the bed. 


"Stokay, no need to worry. You can ask me whatever you want, | ain't easily offended" Richie chuckled, "And 


yeah, purple is my favourite colour." 

"Cool. Those should fit you | hope. Oh yes, underwear!" Jon went over to the wardrobe and slid the door back 
further to reveal a chest of drawers and pulled out a pair of black boxers. Richie was almost going to tell him 
he would prefere going commando but thought better of it. 

"Thanks." Richie took the boxers and slid them on before shrugging out of the bath robe. Jon took it and hung 
it up on the back of the bedroom door and Richie put the clothes on that fitted him perfectly, "Perfect fit. 
Thanks man." 

"You're very welcome. Socks? Shoes?" Jon asked. 

"Na, i'm alright barefoot if thats ok?" 

"Sure." 

"Um actually, have you got any sissors? I'd like to cut my hair.” 


"I can do that for you if you want. My dad was a hairdresser so | learned a thing or two." 


"That would be great, thanks." Richie smiled. 


"Great, just come over to the dressing table and sit down" Jon pulled out the stool for him and Richie sat 
down. Jon pulled out a pair of sissors from the drawer and made quick work of cutting his hair to a length 
Richie was happy with. 

"You scrub up really well" Jon smiled into the mirror and Richie looked into the reflection 


"Thanks. | do actually now that | look at myself" Richie laughed. 


"So, all happy now?" Jon asked as he cleaned up the hair off the floor and put it in the bin, putting the sissors 


back into the drawer. 

"Fucking happy? I'm on cloud nine man! This is best thing ever!" Richie beamed at him. 

"Good. I'm glad. I'm gonna go get dinner started so, you wanna come down?" 

"Sure. I'll help if you want, it's the least | can do after you taking me in and being so nice to me." 


"I'd like that. Thank you." Jon smiled and the two men headed off to the kitchen. What in the name of God is 
happening? Richie thought. 


Chapter 2 


‘Sorry, | think | was more of a torture than a help." Richie blushed as he sat down at the big fancy dining 
table with dinner that Jon had prepared, Italian carbonara. The aroma of the food filled the kitchen, the smell 


of spices and chicken and the thick creamy sauce. 


"You washed and dried all the dishes for me, you were a great help." Jon smiled as he joined Richie at the 
table. He picked up his fork and stuck it into a piece of chicken, bringing it up to his mouth and began chewing 


on it. 


Richie tried his best to have some table manners and not throw the food down his throat as fast as he could, 


he was absolutally starving and he hadn't had a meal like this since forever. 


‘Oh, i'm sorry. A drink!” Jon got up and retrieved a bottle of red wine which Richie knew was expensive. Just 


Ike everything else in this place. 


"You really don't have to keep apologising man" Richie smiled at him as Jon popped the cork and filled a tall thin 
glass with the rich red liquid. 


"There you go." Jon smiled and set Richie's glass on the table. Richie noticed that Jon didn't pour himself any of 
the wine and instead just opted for a bottle of still water from the fridge. /s he trying to get me drunk? 


"So really, why have you put yourself through the bother of doing all this for me?" Richie eyed Jon as he 
sucked a string of the spaghetti into his mouth. 


| thought you just might have wanted the help." Jon smiled. 


"But... really?" Richie questioned, "You picked me up off the street, cleaned me up pretty damn good and now 


you're giving me amazing food and expensive wine? Just, you gotta expect me to be a bit disbelieving..” 
"Yeah | suppose. But honestly there's no tricks." 


"Thanks a lot. And | really mean that, thanks." Richie looked at Jon to make sure he understood how genuinely 


grateful he was. 


"You're very welcome.” Jon smiled and continued to eat his dinner. Once dinner was finished and they put their 
dishes away, Richie was tired and Jon showed him to one of the spare rooms and Richie realised for the first 
time in years, he was going to have a soft mattress to sleep on and a quilt to keep him warm, not just his 


tattered coat and the cold, wet, concrete pavement for a bed 


"Wow, this room is amazing. Every room in your house is amazing." Richie gazed at the lush cream carpet in 
the duck egg coloured room. A large king sized bed filled the middle of the room along with a dressing table, 


drawers and a huge wardrobe. 


"You should have everything you need. Don't be afriad to come get me if you need anything. Any time of the 
night you just come get me alright?" 


"Yeah, thanks." Richie walked over and let himself fall flat, face first, on the bed. He relished in the feeling of 
the soft quilt, and rubbed his hands over it. 


"Oh | forgot to mention | have to be at work tomorrow. | leave here around 8 or so. You can sleep in if you 
want and feel absolutally free to roam the house, watch tv, take a walk around the garden, go down to the 


river, eat anything from the kitchen.. feel free." 


Richie rolled over and sat up on the bed, "Wow, really? You're seriously gonna trust a guy you took off the 
streets to stay in your house with millions of dollars worth of stuff in it by himself?" Richie looked at him in 


amazment. 


“Sure. | have complete faith in you. So, i'm going to bed now too because | have to be up early. Goodnight 


Richie.” 


"Goodnight Jon. And again, thanks. | really can't say it enough times. Its so kind of you to have done all this for 


me. | haven't looked this good since, ever." Richie laughed. 
"You're welcome. Sleep well." 


"You too." Richie smiled as Jon left the room and closed the door softly behind him. He flopped back down onto 
the bed and moved like he was trying to inprint an angel into it. Wow, what a day! He takes me fo this amazing 
place, totally transforms my look so im actually presentable and smell good, he feeds me amazing food and wine, 
and he lets me sleep here? Wow. 


Richie walked over to the mirror at the dressing table and sat down, just staring at himself. He really wished 
he had a before and after picture right now. He had a smooth chin, his hair was glossy, soft and a decent 


length, his teeth were clean and he smelled like a fruit garden. 


He tilted his head to the left, to the right, up and down, just so grateful to see what he had become thanks to 
Jon. Stil, | don’t understand why a millionaire, maybe even billonaire, would bother with me, why am | worth his 


time? 


Richie shrugged and got up, stripping out of the fresh clothes Jon had given him and folded them neatly, 
placing them on the chair. He left the boxers on and went over to the bed, lifting up the white quilt that had 
silver stitches creating a swirling design over the expanse of the material. He slid into the bed and squeed 
quietly with delight, loving the feeling of sinking into the memory foam mattress and his head getting buried in 
the masses of pillows. This is heaven 


Richie fell asleep quickly. When he woke up, he was surrounded by softness and warmth. No hard ground? No 
coldness? Where am |? He sat up and looked at the large bedroom surrounding him. He smiled. /t wasn't a dream! 


He looked at the alarm clock sitting on the bedside table and was surprised to find it was half 7 in the morning. 
He was surprised after sleeping in such utter bliss and comfort how he just didn't sleep for days. 


Richie got up and left the bedroom to go to the bathroom. Hearing a shower just being turned off from Jon's 
room. He went to the toilet and washed his face, taking his time brushing his teeth again and grinning at 


himself in the mirror. 


When he left the bathroom, Richie heard what sounded like a hairdryer. He uses a hair dryer? He shrugged to 
himself and went back into the bedroom, hastily dressing himself and picking out a pair of trainers from the 
wardrobe. He couldn't stay here, not that Jon would probably let him stay after today anyways. He probably 


expected him to be on his way. 


He padded quietly downstairs, sitting on the last step to pull on the shoes and lace them up before making his 
way to the kitchen May aswell eat something before | go. Richie opened the fridge and found a sandwich 
wrapped in cling film. He unwrapped it and quickly ate it, downing it with a gulp of water before making his way 
to the front door and opening it. 


"Hey, where are you going?" He heard a soft voice behind him ask. Dammit. 
‘Oh, morning Jon. | was uhh.. just about to leave actually." He may aswell tell the truth. 


‘Oh really?" Jon looked hurt, "You can stay if you want, really. I'd like you to stay. Although if you wanna go 
then that's ok, | won't force you." 


The almost hurt expression and tone of voice knocked Richie completely off guard. Why the hell does he care so 


much? "Um, no its ok. I'll stay then. Thanks." Richie closed the door and watched as Jon smiled. 
"Great. You had breakfast yet?" Jon wondered as they made their way into the kitchen and sat down 


"Yeah | ate a sandwich from the fridge there. Hope you don't mind" Richie answered as he watched Jon stick 
two slices of bread into the toaster. He was wearing a yellow t-shirt today that said ‘Hope is Delicious’ on it. 
Thats a funny phrase. The t-shirt was accompanied by the same blue jeans he was wearing the day before. He 
didn't have his black cap on today though so Richie got to see all of his blonde hair that was nicely fluffed up 
but still a bit wet. Whats the point of the hairdryer if he doesn’t use it fo dry his hair? 


"| don't mind at all. Feel free to help yourself" Jon buttered his toast and sat down at the table. Smiling gently 
at Richie before tucking into his toast. 


"You're amazing." Richie said out of the blue. 


Jon blushed, "Thank you. That's very kind” 


"But you are. | mean, no other man in the world would have bothered with me. You took a complete stranger 


into your home and you're the nicest guy in the world to him. You have a heart of gold” 
Jon smiled, "Thank you. You're very sweet." 


"And see, you're still doing it" Richie smiled at him in wonderment, "You're thanking me. | should be thanking 


you." 


"You already did thank me. And you're welcome. It's really no trouble at all. Not that | was implying that you'd 


be trouble, sorry." Jon's blush deepened. 


"Is ok" Richie couldn't help but laugh, "You really don't have to worry so much about what you say around 
me. Honestly.” 


"Thanks." Jon smiled and finished off his toast, "Ok, | have to go to work. As | said last night you can feel free 
to make yourself at home. | have to be off. See you later." Jon said goodbye as he put his dishes into the 
dishwasher and picked up his keys before leaving the house. 


Richie shook his head. Seriously, / have to be dreaming He got up from the table and decided if he was here 
then why not be nosey? Jon did say to make himself at home. He left the kitchen and wandered down along one 


of the hallways into what he figured to be a study room that had a large mahogany desk. Fancy. 


He walked through the room and out through another door which led into a large, old fashioned sort of living 
room. He walked through it and plonked himself down on the blue sofa No tv? He spied the tablet sitting on the 
little table beside the sofa and looked at the device. He touched it and it lit up, scaring the hell out of him. 


There were many buttons on it. 


"Projection screen?" Richie said out loud as he tapped the digital button and then watched in absolute 
amazement as a cinema sized screen rose from the floor in front of him, "Holy sweet mother of God" He 
looked back to the tablet and pressed the button that said ‘Projector’ on it and watched as a piece of tapestry 


slid down behind him to reveal a projector. 


"Oh wow, now this is some cool shit!" Richie lifted the tablet off the little table and set it in his lap, tapping the 
‘Curtains’ button and watched as the room was engulfed in darkness as the automatic curtains slid closed. He 
pressed the ‘On’ button and the projector shot it's beam of light at the screen He then tapped the ‘Channels’ 
button and explored the endless range of all types of shows and movies. He settled on one of the sports 
channels, watching the NFL football. He sometimes liked to stand in front of the window of the technology store 
in the city and watch the football if it was showing on any of the display tv's in the window. 


"This is seriously some amazing shit." Richie chuckled to himself. With more of the house to explore, he turned 
off the projector and pressed the button to sink the cinema screen back into its hidden spot in the floor. He 


got up and wandered through the hallways until he was fairly sure he had explored the entire house. 


With all of the indoors explored, Richie walked outside into the wide open space of the garden. Yeah, garden is an 
understatement. He walked slowly down the driveway, taking the path that led out towards some buildings. He 
walked slowly with his hands in the pocket of his jeans, letting the coolish air wash over him in the gentle 


breeze. 


He came down to one of the buildings and looked up at the sign hanging on the door. The Shoe Inn, what kinda 
place is this? Richie tried the door but it was locked. He shrugged and went over to the window, peering in and 


seeing the bar, the pool table and jukebox. Holy shit its a pub! The guy has his own pub? Holy shit 


Richie made a mental note to ask Jon if he would take him into the place later. He wandered over to the other 
building to check it out too, climbing up the steps to the door but found that it was also locked. He couldn't 
reach any of the windows to see in and made a note to ask Jon what it was later. Or maybe he wouldnt 


appreciate the fact you've been snooping around? But he did say feel free to explore? Richie shrugged. 


Richie took a stroll down to the river and found a small yacht tied up at a dock. Æ there anything this guy 
doesn't have? He walked to the end of the dock and sat on the edge of it, taking off his trainers and socks and 
rolling the bottoms of his jeans up to dip his feet into the cool water. 


He sat there for a long while, he wasn't sure how long, could have been minutes or hours. It was just so 
surreal that his life had been completely transformed in one day. He now dared to say he had a home, a place 
to live, a place to sleep. He had clothes, food, water, hygiene, everything. All because one guy picked him up off 
the street. But why? I still don’t get it, he has to want me for some reason 


Richie let himself fall back to lie on the planks of wood that made the pier and just lay there with his feet still 


submerged in the water. Watching the clouds slowly pass above him as the sun began to set. 

Richie was startled awake and yelped when he felt something at his foot and then laughed when he realised a 
fish had become curious and was trying to devour his toes. Musta dozed off, again It had become dark while 
he was asleep so he pulled his feet out of the water and shook them as dry as he could before slipping his 


socks and shoes back on. 


He made his way back up the path, able to see where he was going in the half moon light. He noticed that 
Jon's car was back and walked in through the front door. 


"Jon?" He called out. 
"In here!" He heard being called back to him. 
"Hey." Richie smiled as he entered the kitchen to the smell of food. 


"Oh | thought you'd left. I've still got enough here for two though, you want dinner?" Jon asked. 


"I'd love some." Richie sat down at the table as Jon retrieved some plates from the cupboard and scooped out 


half the stirfry onto each plate. 
"What would you like to drink?" 
"Just water will do." 


Jon opened the fridge and pulled out two bottles of water and gave one to Richie before sitting down opposite 
him at the table, "So, where did ya go to?" 


| went out for a walk around. Fell asleep on the docks. It was just so nice to lie out with my feet in the water 


and | fell asleep. Luckily a fish decided it was hungry." Richie chuckled. 


"Oh yeah, watch out for those." Jon laughed, "They're harmless but they do love to nibble at your feet or 


fingers. | feed em sometimes." 
"Cool. | um, discovered your pub.. and whatever that other building is." 


"Oh yeah. The other building is the studio." Jon answered and screwed the cap off his water bottle, taking a sip 


from it. 
"A studio? What kind of studio?" Richie asked as he wrapped a string of noodles around his fork. 
"A recording studio. For music." 


Richie nearly choked on his food, "A recording studio! Wow! That explains why you're so rich! Oh wow!" Richie 


beamed, "l'm sorry i've never heard of you, who are you?" 

"lm just Jon Bon Jovi, nothing special about me. You're getting the wrong idea" Jon laughed, "I'm not a famous 
musician or anything. | do record some stuff now and again, just for fun. Or if anyone wants to come along 
they can use it or if they need me to be a session musician or a back up singer or something.’ 

"You sing? And play? Cool. What do you play?" 

"| do some piano, some guitar too, some harmonica. But best at vocals." Jon shrugged. 

"Awesome. | used to be a musician aswell.” Richie smiled. 


"Really?" Jon smiled too, "What do you play?" 


"Guitar. And | sing too. | nearly made it big man" Richie sighed at the memory, "I was in and out of bands but 
then one finally got a record deal. And we were so close but then | took a stupid risk. A friend of mine had a 


band and he begged and pleaded for me to join them because he said they were destined to be the next big 
thing." 


"And, what happened?" Jon asked, curious. 


"| took the risk and joined the band but we went nowhere, and the band | was in, their record deal blew up too 
so | never would have made it neither way. And eventually | just couldn't find anyone who was big enough to 
take off. And | never got a job and just ended up on the streets. | kept my guitar and played it to earn a bit of 


cash but | woke up one morning and it was gone, some fucker took it" 


"Oh no. That's terrible, i'm so sorry." Jon placed a hand over Richie's resting on the table. Richie looked up into 
Jon's concerned and heartbroken eyes and his heart melted. God he's so perfect, absolute heart of gold 


"IFs ok" Richie said, still looking into Jon's eyes and incredibly aware of the hand resting on top of his, perhaps 


too much, "You care so much, why?" 


"Because... | just do." Jon shrugged and then pulled his hand away and Richie felt the cold air almost raising 
goosebumps on his hand as the heat from Jon's palm had left it, "It's just so unfair that happened. I'm really 


sorry. 


‘Its ok" Richie smiled softly and returned to his dinner, "So, what do you work at? Must be something amazing 
to afford this kinda place." He muttered through a mouthful of food, aware somewhere in the back of his mind 
that it wasn't the best table manners. 


"| work in a restaurant. My restaurant actually. It's called the Soul Kitchen" Jon said, "It's open to anyone, 


especially to people of a less fortunate nature like yourself” 
"Really? You mean like, a soup kitchen kinda place?" 


"No, it's more than that. | know about the whole soup kitchen idea but | decided to make something bigger out 
of it. We serve full, well cooked, healthy meals. Starters, main course, and dessert. And the idea is that anyone 
can come in, but there's no prices on our menu. You pay a minimum of a suggested donation or as much as 
you want. If you pay more, then congradulations, you've just paid for the meal for the guy beside you who 
can't afford it. And if you can't afford the donation, then you can volunteer to work at our kitchen or in the 


garden where we grow our own ingredients." 
"Wow, that's so amazing. And your t-shirt makes sense to me now." Richie chuckled. 
Jon looked down at his t-shirt and back up to Richie, "Oh, you didn't get it before?" 


"Not really. | thought it was a strange phrase but now it makes sense. That's a really great idea. So, how do 
you earn enough money from that then to afford this place if your kitchen is a charity thing?" 


"Well this place and the money was all inheritance. My grandad had this place which was then passed onto my 
dad and then onto me. So | decided to make use of the money and set up the Soul Kitchen. Besides it keeps me 
busy. | cook a few things, wait tables, wash dishes." Jon shrugged. 


"You really are the most ideal person on the planet man. You have all this money and you decide to make it a 
charitable thing and spend your time at a kitchen working for no profit” Richie looked at Jon with awe and 


wonderment. 
"I do get profit. My profit is seeing people happy." Jon smiled. 
"You're amazing. So is that why you took me in, like, chairty sort of thing? You feel compelled to do that?" 


| guess you could put it like that, yeah." Jon finished off his dinner just as Richie finished his and he got up 
from the table, taking the dishes and loading them into the dishwasher, "So, you wanna watch tv or 


something?" 


‘Sure. Can we watch it on the big cinema tv? | sorta explored your living room and found the secret tv in the 


floor." Richie giggled like a child. 
"Sure" Jon chuckled, "Pretty cool right?" 


"Really cool!" Richie smiled and followed Jon into the room. They sat up on the sofa watching one of the Rocky 
movies, Richie couldn't remember which one it was. Every so often he glanced over at Jon and really just 
marvelled at him. He's an absolute angel.So incredibly flawless. He has everything, all the money in the world, a 
heart of gold, good looks, what is there not to lke about him? h fact | think im becoming just a little too 
attatched 


Chapter 3 


Richie woke up when he heard a light knocking on his door and a soft voice calling his name. He sat up and 


rubbed his eyes, trying to clear the blurryness in his head after coming out of dream land. 

"Richie?" The voice filtered through the white polished wooden door again 

"Yeah?" He answered. 

‘| um, | got you breakfast. Is it ok if | come in?" 

"Sure." Richie answered and sat up in the bed with his back resting against the headboard, pulling the covers 
up to his waist as Jon entered the room holding a tray and carrying it over to the bed, "You not workin’ 
today?" Richie asked 

"IFs Saturday." Jon smiled, "I got you some eggs, bacon, toast, pancakes, coffee and orange juice. | wasn't sure 
what you liked so | just made it all" Jon blushed lightly as he set the tray down carefully on Richie's lap. This 


guy sure blushes a lot around me. 


"Wow, thanks." Richie grinned. The food smelt amazing and he was sure the whole lot was going to be ate in 
about 5 seconds flat, "Can | ask you something?" 


"Sure" Jon sat down on the edge of the bed and looked at Richie smiling. /s he just always this happy and 


carefree? 


"Why do you treat me like fricker' royalty?" Richie chuckled, "| mean seriously dude, | don't deserve all this. | 


know i've asked already a million times but | just don't understand why you're doin’ all this for me?" 


"I just want to." Jon shrugged, "You looked like a guy who needed help so, | helped. | wouldn't have forgave 
myself if | walked past and didn't do anything about it” 


"You're such an angel, you know that right?" Richie muttered around a mouthful of pancake. 


Jon looked away, "Yeah." He laughed lightly and then looked back, the blush evident on his cheeks again, "Thanks, 


you're too sweet." 


Richie smiled and shoved another pancake drowning in maple syrup into his mouth. He thought Jon would have 


left but he stayed sitting on the edge of the bed, looking at him expectantly. 
"What?" Richie eventually asked. 


| was wonderin’. | was gonna head into the city today. | gotta do some grocery shopping and | was just 


wonderin’ if you wanted to come with? And, well i've been trying to figure out if you like the breakfast or not." 
Jon laughed. 


"You really gotta ask that question? By the way i'm shovelling it into my face couldn't ya guess i'm loving it?" 
Richie grinned. 


"Yeah | guess so." Jon smiled. 


Its absolutally brilliant. Tastes amazing. And about the shopping trip, sure, i'd love to come with ya. At least | 
look presentable now and i'd actually be allowed into the shops, thanks to you." Richie pointed his fork at Jon 


before sticking it in a slice of bacon 


Jon smiled, "Great. l'm ready to go when you are so, i'll stop creepin' you out by sitting here starin at ya. So 


just, come find me when you're ready to hit the road." 
"Sure." Richie answered. 


Jon got up off the bed and left the room while Richie finished off his breakfast. His tastebuds never endured 
such pleasure in his life. Holy shit this is a fuckin good breakfast. Oh my God The guy sure can cook. 


After trying to slow down his eating in order to savour the food, Richie finished his breakfast and then 
proceeded about getting dressed. He went to the bathroom first to attend to natures calling and then brush 
his teeth, spending a few minutes trying to dislodge a bit of bacon stuck between his teeth that refused to 
budge. He finally got it out and finished brushing his teeth, washing his face before leaving the bathroom to 
stand in front of the wardrobe. 


He opened the big double doors and was met with clothes of every possible colour that existed on the planet. 
He picked out a pair of bright blue jeans with a green army coloured t-shirt. He put on a pair of brown 
leather loafers and he was ready to go after putting a little bit of gel into his hair, quite liking the way he 
could style it now and look pretty damn good. Flattery don’t get you nowhere Sambora. He chuckled to himself 
and walked out of the bedroom. 


He heard the noise of a hair dryer again and walked in the direction of Jon's room. He musta showered again. He 
got to the door and knocked on it, about to open it until he heard Jon's voice. 


"Oh no Richie wait! Just a second! Um.. | ain't decent!" 
Richie chuckled, "Shit, sorry man. I'll wait downstairs. Sorry!" 
"It's ok, i'll be there in a second!" Jon called back. 


Richie walked off down the hallway and down the stairs, detouring to the kitchen and sat down at the dining 


table waiting for Jon. He wasn't waiting long because in about 5 minutes he entered the room. 


"Sorry bout that. l'm ready to go now." Jon said. 


Richie noticed that his hair was still pretty wet, "What's the point in the hair dryer man if you don't dry your 
hair?" The question left his mouth before he even thought about it. 


"Um, well." Jon hesitated for a second, "I dont completely dry my hair. Don't wanna burn it off" He laughed. 
Richie raised an eyebrow, "H's dripping man" 

Jon just shrugged. Weird Richie thought. 

"Anyways, we going shopping then?" 


"Sure." Jon picked up his keys from the counter and they left the house. Richie noticed that he didn't lock the 


door. 
"You don't lock your doors? Are you crazy?" 


‘Its a really safe neighbourhood Richie. Besides | got the big gates down at the bottom of the drive. It's safe 
enough, 3 generations of my family have lived here and not once was there ever a reported story of a 
robbery in this neighbourhood so, | doubt its gonna start today." Jon explained as they hopped into the jeep. 


"Oh, ok. | wouldn't have the guts to leave a house with so much stuff in it unlocked. But, its your house, not 


mine." Richie looked out the window as Jon started the car and drove gently down the drive. 

Its your house if you want it to be." Jon said. 

Richie looked over to Jon, "You serious man? No way, jeeze, | really appreciate you taking me in and lookin’ 
after me and all that but | don't wanna mooch of you. | may bea guy who's lived on the streets half his life 


but | do know manners." 


‘lm not saying that you dont" There was the blush creeping into his face again. This guy really thinks | get 
insulted too easy. Its adorable in some way though Wait, what? Adorable? Dammit thoughts shut up he's speakin’ 


". l'm just sayin’ you can live with me as long as you want. | fully respect the fact you want to live your own 
life, i'm just sayin’ that | ain't gonna throw you out anytime soon so | thought, if you wanted to call it your 
house too then that's fine." Jon said as they drove out of the neighbourhood of the rich and famous, heading 
towards the city. 


‘lm sorry." Richie apologised, "I didn't mean it that way. | didn't mean to come across so strong there." 


"S'okay." Jon smiled at him. They drove down the highway until they reached the city and Jon pulled into the 


same car park he was in the day before. They got out and Jon locked the car before they began walking down 
the busy streets that were littered with people. Richie noticed when they walked by his usual spot where he 
spent the past years of his life. He stopped and looked down at it. 


"Richie?" He heard his name being called out, broken out of his trance and looked up to see Jon walking towards 


him. He obviously didn't realise he had stopped and walked on, "You okay?" 


"Yeah just, this is where | always stayed" Richie looked back to the pavement again where he would stay 
huddled in the little area outside the door of the run down building. 


"Oh." 

Richie looked up at him, "S'okay. l'm just glad you picked me up off the ground" He smiled. 

Jon smiled back, "You're welcome. You comin?" 

"Sure" Richie replied and they walked up the highstreet, "Hey, you mind if we stop in here for a sec?" 


Jon looked at the shop Richie stood outside of. The paint of the golden Les Paul in the window glinting slightly in 
the sunlight, "Sure, be my guest." 


Richie opened the door and the little bell chimed. A man came walking up to them and Richie sighed. 0h great, 
Stan 


"Hello gentlemen, how may | help you?" He stood with a smile on his face. Shit, he doesn’t recognise me! Jon 


wandered off around the shop and left Richie to attend to whatever he wanted. 


"Yeah um, i'd like to try the Les Paul you have in the window there on display?" Richie asked. He's gotta 
recognise me soon, surely by my voice. But he didn't. Stan went off to the window and carefully took the Les 
Paul out of it's stand and handed it to Richie. 


Richie sat down on a nearby amp and set the guitar in his lap, trying and failing to resist the urge of just 


running his hands over the precious instrument. 
"She's a beauty." Stan said. 


"She sure is.." Richie pulled a lead out from the amp he was sitting on and plugged it into the guitar. He asked 
for a guitar pic and Stan got one from a tub sitting on the counter. Richie began strumming and got really into 
it, his feet tapping a beat and his face screwed up in concentration as his fingers effortlessly ripped over the 


strings, pouring out a mind numming solo into the shop. 


When he opened his eyes again Richie realised he had an audience surrounding him who began to clap and 


cheer. He smiled. He noticed Jon smiling and clapping and he also noticed another familiar face in the crowd. 


"Hi James." 


The people who had gathered dispersed and the manager stood up to Richie, "That was some real good playin’. 
You got skill Whats your name?" 


‘Oh, don't ya know me already?" Richie grinned even as he extended a hand to James. 
"| don't believe | do?" James questioned and raised an eyebrow. 
‘lm Richie, the guy you threw outta this place 2 days ago." 


Richie watched as James’ mind went on rewind and then almost laughed as realisation dawned on his face, "Ohl 


|.. | didn't even recognise you.. you're..." 
"| know, | look fabulous." Richie laughed and when looking over James’ shoulder noticed Jon let a giggle slip too. 
"So, how did you go from.. well.. that to this?" 


"An angel saved me my friend" Richie grinned and looked over to Jon who smiled back and then turned around 


to look at some CD's. 


"Well, congrats or something | guess." James chuckled and sat down on a drum stool, "You're really good. 


Amazing actually." 


"Thanks. You woulda found that out sooner only you kicked my ass out onto the street before | got a chance 


to play." 

"Listen man i'm sorry. | know that was wrong of me to do." 

"S'okay, you're forgiven" Richie smiled and strummed a few more notes. 
"Well some of us have work to do so, see ya around Richie?" 


"Sure" James patted Richie on the shoulder and then went over to attend to another customer. Jon came over 


and sat down on the drum stool. 
"You're really great. You got serious skill” 
"Thanks." Richie beamed, "It's been a while since | played, | kinda surprised myself at how good | was." 


Jon laughed, "You got natural talent. You sure can play that thing well. I'm more of an acoustic sorta guy." 


"| don't mind either but you can't beat ripping out a solo on an electric. Especially a Les Paul" Richie looked at 
the golden guitar in his lap again. 


"| can see you're already so attatched to it" Jon watched as Richie fingers ran up and down the neck, over the 


strings and caressing the body of the guitar as if it were something sacred, "Ill buy it for ya if you want." 


Richie's head shot up and Jon laughed at immediatly seeing the excitement in the other man's eyes, "The fuck, 
what! You'd seriously get this for me?" Richie couldn't contain his face splitting grin. 


"Sure, s'only $400," Jon shrugged. Richie's mouth dropped open. Only $400 he says, only $400, holy shit 

"Look | obviously can't hide how much | want this guitar but Jesus Christ man.. are you sure? | mean." 

Jon laughed at Richie trying to form a sentence, “Course i'll get it for ya. Maybe we could jam some later?" 
I'd love to!" 

"Then it's sold. I'll go pay for it, go pick out a case." Jon got up, taking the guitar from Richie as he went to 
the counter, pulling out his wallet from his back pocket. Richie just sat there for a moment, too stunned to 
even move. Jon was about to buy that amazing guitar for him. It just seemed all so surreal. Not to mention he 
couldn't help but watch Jon's ass as he walked across the store. fucking hell Richie no, stop thinking like that 


man. Havent had sex in forever, that's whats wrong with you. 


Richie finally got his ass off the amp he had been sitting on and walked over to pick out a case, picking one in 
no time and brought it to the counter just as he heard the ka-ching from the cash resgister. 


"There ya go, it's all yours." Jon handed Richie the guitar and he carefully set it in it's case. 
"| can't believe you actually bought me this guitar, thanks so much!" Richie pulled Jon to him in a spontanious 
hug and squeezed him tight. Fuck his back feels weird, are those his shoulder blades or does he just have serious 


muscle or what? 


"You're welcome.” Jon chuckled with what little air he had left from Richie's bear hug, although feeling slightly 


uncomfortable with Richie's hands roaming up and down over his back. 
Richie finally let Jon go and grinned at him. 
"They said you can leave that here and pick it up later, we still have some grocery shopping to do." Jon said. 


"Oh yeah, right" Richie was directed behind the counter and his brand new Les Paul was safely stored in the 


back room storage. 


They left the music store and went to the local supermarket, Richie helping Jon with the shopping by pushing 


the trolley. His thoughts were anywhere but the food though as he just daydreamed about the new guitar 
that he now had. He watched as Jon walked up and down the isles, picking out food and throwing it into the 
basket, all the time a smile plastered on his face and happily humming random tunes. He is in a good mood all 


the fucking time, how does he do it? 


After their shopping trip was done they picked up Richie's guitar and they drove home. Richie reminded Jon 
about the proposition of playing some music together and couldn't wait to get back to his place to see what 
they could knock out, it would be great to play again and sing with someone else since it had been so long ago 


since he was in a band. 

The grocerys were put away with little help from Richie because he didn't know where anything went, there 
were like five thousand cupboards in Jon's huge kitchen. After that task had been completed Richie straight 

away wanted to start playing with his new toy so Jon took him down to the studio. They walked up the steps 


and Jon unlocked the door, leading Richie inside. 


"Well, this is it" Jon smiled and slid both hands into his back pockets as he watched Richie turn in a full 360 to 


look around him. 


"Wow." Was all Richie could say as he looked around at the recording quipment and the sound board and Jon's 


keyboard and guitars, "Cool place man, wow." 

"Thanks. So, wanna get down to business?" 

"Sure." Richie sat down on a chair next to an amp and plugged in his new guitar, still amazed he was even 
holding such an instrument and even more disbelieving that he could call it his own, "Y'know, | think | remember 
how to play one of the songs | wrote with my old band." 

‘Oh you write too?" Jon grinned as he sat down opposite Richie with an acoustic guitar in his lap. 

"Yeah, used to anyways." Richie began strumming a tune. 

"You know some Stones?" Jon asked. 

“Sure.” Richie winked and began playing Paint It Black. Jon began playing in time with him and they both sang the 
song. They played in perfect synch with each other like they'd been doing it for years and their voices melded 
together perfectly. 

"Wow, you're good" Richie complimented Jon. 


"Thanks. You're pretty good yourself, amazing actually.” 


"Thanks." Richie smiled, "Some Beatles?" 


"Of course. Little Help From My Friends?" 


Richie didn't answer but instead just began playing the song. Richie sang a verse on his own and they sang the 
chorus together, Jon singing the next verse and Richie just watched him. Everything about him was just 
angelic. The way he played his acoustic guitar, his perfect voice, how goddamn beautiful he looks. 


They finished playing Bridge Over Troubled Water just as Richie's stomach decided it was dinner time. He left 
his guitar in the studio as they made their way back over to the house. / think if I squint I can just about see 
his halo. Richie sniggered. 

"What's funny?" Jon looked at him. 


‘Oh, nothin’. Just seein’ things. Richie smiled. Dammit Sambora, youre fallin’ for him aren't ya? 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Yes | know this was wayyyy over due an update so, | finally got off my ass and wrote more xD Enjoy! 


There was a gentle knocking on his door and Jon woke up with a yawn, rolling over onto his back on the bed, 


"Yeah?" 
"Can | come in?" Richie asked from behind the door. 


"Sure." Jon answered and sat up in the bed. Richie opened the door, managing to do it with his elbow as his 
hands were full, and walked into the room carrying a tray of breakfast. Jon's face lit up in a smile as Richie 


took it over to him and carefully set it on Jon's lap. 


"| promise i'll clean up the mess | made in the kitchen ok?" Richie chuckled, "I just thought it was only fair to 
bring ya some breakfast since you did it for me yesterday.” 


"Thanks. That's really nice of you." Jon smiled up at him. Damn he has the sweetest smile. Richie thought: 
"You can join me if you want?" Jon offered. 


"Sure, i'd like to." Richie lifted the covers as Jon scooted over to one side of the bed to allow him to slide into 
the bed beside him. He had made Jon a stack of pancakes with maple syrup, a few slices of toast, coffee and 


orange juice. Basically the same as what Jon brought him the morning before minus the eggs and bacon 


Jon took his fork and knife and cut a chuck of pancake from the stack and brought it to his mouth, chewing on 
it and savouring it. He waited until he swallowed and then looked over to Richie, "Did you make these pancakes 


you rself?" 


"Yup, sure did. | always loved pancakes and they taste best when ya make em from scratch. Learned when | 


was a kid" 


"They're amazing. | never took the time to learn how to make them from scratch. Always just bought premade 
packaged ones. But this tastes amazing!" Jon cut another chunk of pancake and ate it slowly to savour the 


taste. 


Richie's stomach rumbled. Realising he had been too occupied making Jon's breakfast that he never made some 
for himself. Jon offered him the slices of toast because he was already becoming full from the pancakes. 


Richie ate them contently and had a few sips from the orange juice aswell. 


Jon's fork and knife clinked quietly as he set the cutlery down onto the tray and took a mouthful from his 
coffee, "That was wonderful Richie, thanks." Jon smiled almost shyly as he sipped from the rim of his coffee 
mug. 


"You're very welcome. Sorry | ate half of it on ya" Richie laughed. 


"No worries." Jon smiled, "| wouldn't have been able to finish it anyways. l'm already gonna have to run like an 


extra mile to burn off those pancakes." 
"You run?" Richie asked and slouched down a bit more in the bed. 


"Yeah. | like to keep fit. | go to the gym sometimes too but | just like to run mostly. Get some fresh air, see 
the world” He shrugged. 


"| see" Richie looked down at himself. He wasn't exactly overweight but next to Jon he didn't look anything like 


the shape that he was in, "I could do with workin’ out sometime | guess..." 

"You're perfect the way you are." Jon smiled at him. 

Richie could have swore his heart just melted into a puddle of goo. That was such a sweet thing to say. He just 
looked at Jon. Even for him only just having woken up the guy looked perfect. His blonde hair was in a mess 
but it was that kind of sexy disheveled look, he still had that half lazy, sleepy look on his face and he just 
seemed so happy, carefree and content. 

"Thanks." Richie finally whispered after Jon's comment sank in and he stopped his eye candy tour. Damn / wish 
he didr't sleep in a shirt, | kinda wanna see his chest now, those clothes are blocking my view. Dammit Richie not 
now man. Stop if! "You're pretty perfect yourself" Richie said before he even thought about it. 

Jon blushed, "Thanks." 


"You sure blush a lot." Richie said, more thinking out loud rather than asking. 


Jon shrugged, "You just compliment me a lot" He smiled. You think he maybe.. no Richie cmon, perfect guy like 
him? No way, he aint into you Ike that 


"You deserve the compliments." Richie shrugged and took the last sip from the glass of orange juice, "So, how 
does someone end up so absolutally flawless like you?" Richie asked as he lay down in the bed on his side, his 


head propped up by his elbow. 


Jon set his empty coffee mug on the breakfast tray and carefully leaned over to set it on the bedside table, 


lying down to mirror Richie's position so they were facing each other, "How do you mean?” 


"C'mon dude. You have everything. You have a wonderful huge house, you look amazing, you have the kindest 


soul, all the money in the world and all you want to do is give it back and help people. There isn’t one thread of 


selfishness in you." 

Jon smiled and his blush deepened slightly, "You're really sweet. But there really isn't anything special about 
me. | just want to help. And about the house well, that was just luck | inherited the place. And my looks.. you 
think | look good?" 

Now it was Richie's turn to blush, "Yeah. Man anyone would have to blind to not realise you look like an angel. 
You look so perfect | mean.. your hair is the perfect length and looks so smooth and soft and your teeth are 
perfectly straight and white and your smile is beautiful and you're as fit as hell and." Richie trailed off. Holy 


shit did | just say all that to him? Fucking hell, nice one Sambora, now he'll know for sure you have the hots for 
him. 


Jon just smiled at him, "You're really sweet to me. I've never had anyone be so nice to me.” 

"You're welcome | guess. It's just the truth." 

Jon smiled at him. 

"Your eyes are amazing. So blue." Richie said softly. 

"Thanks." Jon whispered. 

Fucking hell just look at him lying here next to you. So absolutally flawless and beautiful. What would he do if | just 
kissed him right now? He hasnt seemed resistant to you at all, maybe there is a chance he's into you. | could 
completely fuck it up if | kiss him. But dammit | really want to | mean just look at those perfect lps, so soft and 


plump looking, he's just begging for a kiss. 


"Hey Richie?" Jon soft voice broke him out of his thoughts and he diverted his gaze from Jor's lips up to his 
eyes. 


"Yeah?" 
| was wonderin’... only if you want to | mean, | was wondering if you'd be interested in a job?" 


"A job? Really?" Richie brightened up. He hadn't been able to get a job since he took the risk trying to get a 


career aS a musician. 


"Yeah. We always need volunteers in the Soul Kitchen but we don't really have much permanent staff. You 


could have a job there if you wanted to?" 


"| would love to!" Richie beamed, "What would | do, like.. | could wash dishes or wait tables or just clean up and 


stuff?" 


"Sure, that would be great.” Jon smiled, "I'm glad you're interested Would you be ok starting tomorrow?" 


"Sooner the better." Richie grinned. He picks me up off the street, cleans me up, feeds me, gives me a home, 


buy's me a guitar and now he gives me a job? When is this dream going to end? 


"That's great." Jon smiled, "Anyways, we should get outta bed now | guess. I'm gonna get dressed and go for a 


run. 
"Ok. I'd come with ya but, there's no hope in hell i'd be able to keep up." Richie chuckled. 
"You can come with me if you want, | won't run too fast.” 

Richie thought about it for a while and then shrugged, "Ah fuck it, why not? May aswell." 


"Alright then. There should be loose clothes in your wardrobe suitable for runnin. Meet ya downstairs in I0 


minutes?" 


"Sure." Richie watched as Jon got out of the bed, noticing the strong calf muscles of his legs since he was only 
wearing a pair of black boxers, which he could barely see anyways because the oversized t-shirt he was 
wearing covered his ass. The whole oversized t-shirt thing on him is so damn sexy looking. Fucking hell imagine 


waking up to that every morning 


Richie reluctantly got himself out of the warmth and comfort of the bed and went to his own room, pulling 
out a pair of tracksuit bottoms and a light tank top. Richie put on a pair of socks and trainers before making 
his way downstairs, finding Jon in the kitchen filling up a bottle of water. 


"Ready to go?" Jon asked. Richie couldn't stop his eyes from wandering over Jon's muscular body. Like himself 
he was wearing a tank top, although it was considerably tighter than his which showed off the outline of the 
abs in his abdomen and displayed all the muscle in his arms, along with shorts that reached to just above his 
knees, showing off the muscle in his legs again. Fuckin’ hell Sambora what are you getting yourself into, this guy is 
a fuckin athlete and youre gonna try run with him? | havent got a snowballs chance in hell 


"Here take this." Jon handed Richie the bottle of water and then went to fill one for himself, "Important to keep 
yourself hydrated" 


"Yeah." Richie muttered. Dammit why the hell can't | stop staring at him? This guy is fuckin me up, there's no 
point in even trying to deny im into hm. Ive never been into guys and then he comes along and completely fucks 
me up. Been too long since ive been in someone's bed that's why. 


"Alright, ready?" Jon asked. 


"| think so." Richie chuckled. 


"C'mon then, we'll just walk down to the gates." Richie followed Jon out of the house and they walked at a just 
faster than average pace down the drive until they reached the automatic gates. Jon pressed the button and 
the gates slowly swung open. 


"Cmon then, we'll start off nice and slow." Jon began a light jog, a pace that you could walk at if you wanted to 
walk fast enough but was easier to jog. Richie jogged beside him. This aint too bad He looked around him as 
they passed the big gates and driveways of other big expensive houses. 


After a while they picked up the pace a bit and Richie felt himself starting to break out in a sweat and 
become a bit out of breath. He looked over to Jon and noticed that he looked like he wasn't even trying, like it 
was the easiest thing in the world. Fucking hell 


Richie managed to keep up with the pace and they must have ran a good 2 miles Richie thought before Jon 
slowed down until they came to a stop. 


"Stretch." Jon said as he raised his hands high above his head and then reached down to touch his toes. Richie 
couldn't help but watch as Jon's tight top rode up his back when he bent over to expose his skin. Richie shook 
his head and did the same, finding it more difficult to try and reach his toes. Damn these long legs. 


After some more stretches, Jon turned around and they headed back down the road they came. Jon has 
picked up the pace a bit more and Richie was really struggling to keep up. Jon still looked like he wasn't even 


trying while Richie had thouroughly soaked his shirt and couldn't get a breath into his lungs. 


Richie had never felt more relieved in his life when they reached the gates to Jon's house and they ran up 
the drive. About half way up Richie used as much energy as he had left to mutter a "No more." And collapsed 
down onto the soft grass of the garden. Jon laughed and more gracefully set himself down onto the grass to 
lie beside Richie, not even the slightest bit out of breath while Richie was trying to suck in air as if he'd been 


drowning. 

"Fucking... hell.. man.. how.. the fuck.. does that.. not.. kill you." Richie panted. 

"l'm used to it. That was just a light jog." Jon shrugged. 

"A light jog my ass." Richie muttered, "Near fuckin’ killed me." 

Jon laughed and took a sip from his water bottle which was still mostly full and then handed it to Richie 
because his was empty having being used up more quickly. They lay out in the grass until Richie's breathing 
returned to a normal rate. Jon stood up and offered a hand to him to help him up and they walked back into 


the house. 


Richie went up to his room and peeled off his shirt that was drenched in sweat and got himself a well needed 


shower. In the evening time Richie was chilling in the living room when Jon walked in with a suit on him. A 


white shirt, black tie, suit pants and a blazer. 


"Where ya headin?" Richie asked, trying not to be obvious as he looked Jon up and down. Way fo be obvious 


you're checkin’ him out Sambora. But damn he does look fucking hot in a suit 
"Church. Sunday evening and all" Jon shoved his hands into his pockets. 


"Church? Alright." Great, now you got zero chance with him, if there even was a chance in the first place. No 


wonder he's so damn perfect, he's probably one of those holy guys who does everything by the book 

"You wanna come? Only if you want." Jon shrugged. 

"Sure. Just gimme a few minutes to get changed into something better and i'll come." Richie ran off up to his 
room and picked out a nice button up long sleeved shirt and jeans. More casual than the look Jon was going for 
but at least he was presentable. 

They left the house but Jon didn't get into the jeep. They walked around to the garage and Jon buzzed the 
door open. Richie's mouth hit the floor when two cars were revealed to his view. A white Camero with red 


stripes and a blue Chevelle with white stripes. 


"Holy fucking shit! Nice cars man." Richie wandered into the garage and walked between the two cars, running a 
hand over each of them, feeling the smooth coat of pain on the bonnets. 


"Pick one and you can drive." 
Richie spun around, "The fuck seriously?" You really shouldnt be so surprised anymore. 
"Yeah sure." Jon smiled and leanded against the wall waiting for Richie to make his decision 


Cmon Richie pick a car and quit thinking sinful thoughts. Good thing im on my way to church, im gonna need to 


fake a trip to confessions at the rate im goin’ 

Richie eventually settled on the Camero and he hopped in with Jon in the passengers seat. He started the car 
up and just listened to the engine roar as he revved it. He pulled out of the garage and down the drive, pulling 
out into the street and with Jon's directions they made it to the church in time for mass. 


"Thanks for letting me drive it, she's a beauty." Richie handed Jon the keys. 


"You're welcome." Jon smiled and put the keys into his pocket as they walked inside, dipping their fingers in the 
holy water and making the sign of the cross as they made their way to their seats. 


During the mass through readings from the Gospel, Richie couldn't help but glance over to Jon sitting beside 


him. He seemed so interested, so engrossed in listening that he didn't even notice him looking at him every now 


and again. 
They were asked to kneel and join their hand's in prayer. 


God help me, im damned now, ive fell for him and now there ain't no going back.. 


